PUPPETS THROUGH AMERICA
ing from several nationalities so that they could deal with
the international character of the clients, moved around in
that easy perpetuo moto of the New York worker, and every
time they glided in our vicinity it was for a purpose. Had
we everything we wanted? Could they be of any assistance?
Did we want any tools? Had we seen the specially arranged
exhibition of English toy theatres?
That question was too much for us, and we tore ourselves
away from our desperate work to look at the pretty " penny
plain, tuppence coloured " theatres that had been set up on
the bookcases and illuminated with footlights which the
young visitors to the library could switch on and off for
themselves. There was the Miller and His Men and all the
rest of them, and those charming pull-out paper peep-shows
into which you peer down limitless perspectives of cathedrals
and forest glades. We were proud to think that our puppets
had inspired this exhibition, and full of admiration for the
clever librarians who had brought out these ravishing little
miracles of Victorian work, these playthings of Victorian
children, to stand beneath the great towers of modern New
York.
Would I autograph the library's copies of my books,
which they had down to the meanest pamphlet, and we
must sign the Visitors' Book. Tony Sarg, the leading pup-
peteer of America, had been there we saw, and Van der Loon
had entertained the children at a Christmas Party there with
his fiddle, and had actually made a drawing for each child to
take away. And one European potentate had managed to
cover two complete pages witn her signature, to the exclu-
sion of any commoner's that might have intruded.
Would we like some tea? And here it was, the hot water
m cartons, the tea in cotton infusing bags, and cartons to
fflfose it in.   The water was not boiling, but you get used
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